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POETRY: A Magazine of Verse 

And one half-naked foreman of his gang is a general of 
today's grim shaping of life. 

A general who knows his job and holds it hard-fisted, 
Holds it and sways it like a tool he beats and welds and 

batters with. 
For the war is a job and a tool, that must be beaten out 

and battled with to the bitter end of the stint; and 

finally finished. 

Ten huge trip-hammers rising and falling in cadenced 

choruses affirm it. 
Twenty-six rolling-mills, that print a gospel new and red 

in steel still raw, are ready to publish it. 
Twenty-six thousand men, twenty-six million men, in 

smoke and fumes and mud and grime, assert and by 

their blood and breath maintain it. 



THE RED COFFINS 

After the revolution in Petrograd, 

They made a great common grave in a vaster parade 

ground outside the city. 
And they brought the red coffins of those who fell fighting 

for freedom 
To honor and bury them. 
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John Curtis Underwood 

They piled them tier by tier while the crowd in silence 

watched them. 
And as the pile rose and spread, to many it seemed 
Like the red blood of Russia welling from a mortal wound. 
And some saw red fagots of freedom rising and kindling 

a fire that would warm all the world. 
But no man there could tell the truth of it. 



DOWN FIFTH AVENUE 

The crowd makes way for them. 

The mob of motors — women in motors, footmen in motors, 

Manhattan's transients in motors, life's transients in 

motors — has cleared and disappeared. 
And their mothers and their children, their wives, their 

lovers and friends, are lining the curb and knitting 

and whispering. 
The flags are floating and beckoning to them, the breezes 

are beckoning and whispering their secrets, 
That the city lias hushed to hear, while trade and trivial 

things give place. 

And through the crowd, that holds its breath too long, a 
restless stir like the starting of troubled breathing says, 

"They are coming." And the distant beat of feet begins 
to blend with the beat of laboring hearts; 
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